
A MUCH ADMIR'D LOVE SONG 
CALL’D THE 

FEFNIAN LOVERS. 


Crme let us roam togCiAlier o’er that soft and purpe 
heather, 

Err the gold n suu has set behind the calm f troubled sea 
-Fori knovc your breast is s^Yellillg,lnow to>t;e ar U'hal Ijl 
be tell iig, 

All about that true true lover yon were asking' ntnv of me 
So hat’il my sweet jisper I will name him i a whisper. 

Oh bis name is like the Simshiite so fiii! j'f light and joy. 
An 1 whtn his face is stidling all the world it is besn ling. 
He’s the pride of sweet I ipperary, he is n.y Ficnian boy- 

Ah Kitty dear b le've me no fancy doth deco’ ve me. 
You m'ght se rch thro 'iear old Ireland irom Antrim to 
C.ajte Clear, 

From Ulslers dire gray mountains toMuskerys fair fonntan 
And I stake iro lit • upon it yow will n^ver fti ddiis p'ei , 

His eyes ire purely bBam'ug lise st rs in vintir gleaming, 
Fort® aid the oppressed is his cr tyrant to des^yy. 

A will like Shannan river, cle. r chang le s .,t 11 but never. 
And a'vwiee as soft as musicihas myi'tVynain bp_^- 

Three suitors to my hand dear and aach I can roa maud 
ih ar, 

I only have to1«ay the wi rd to ■wear thr wedding r'ng, 

Hut they’re souless mean and slavish money gruhbeis cw 
and knrvish, 

How dare tliey ask the liaod and'eartTve givr n to my king 
They cosher with my father and 1 m sure that y. ii w o Id 
rather, 

Tbeyhud spent the I've long day my poor feelings to anttov 
With tlieirfa'seh od & tiieir e! eadiig tliey make (dm swear 
I ach m eting, 

He would rath r see ms dead than wed my feen i n boy. 

Mv love is poor 1 kn.rw it an 1 lie's not ashamed to show !<• 
As the clink of gauses neva- was tlie mnsic of ids '6<;ul, 
fortlic bn' d ow hard wiih labour will grasp t le shin'ng 
sabour. 

When the soi.rtd of freedoms bat le i n the stairle i air w 11 
roar. 

All his fe-. vant love forerin 1 freely. gladly siiare 'n, 

To htm weo ln-(.«s ii -t-coumry womans iii.ri. i.-i 1 ui. a toy' 
The lie a t o' t''iii,li a d honor beats beneath the eniera'd 
banner, 

The banner of my leue 1 at he is. my 'eaalrm bo". 

We both dear Kate mini tarryyet aw' ib bc/ore w'e mai'iy 
For spri g m'ght 1 ring the l u'd g u t e cxdei far awav. 
Our gall nt men mill rail from the mo i t in and the vVlov 
And we'l I know whose rifle wiU b • f'ormost in the f ray 
Oh uea-cr then ^ dear r dearer then and nearer 
Kind hea t I foa the grief will outin aster all niy joy, 

Bnt who comes up tne medow I onght to know ehe shadow 
Tis his own dear celf thats coiiirng my darling feening boy 


